TALES OF DESTINT

conscience that inexorably turns a searching lay on
every thought and on every motive for action."
" So you would argue that man is God? " queried
the Rajput.

" Not so, but that the soul of man is of the essence
of God, the proof of which is this very power of
searching out our own hearts and sitting in judg-
ment on our own failings: for the judgment seat
belongs to Allah alone/'

" A subtle philosophy which I do not presume fully
to understand/' interposed the merchant from Bom-
bay.

During the night's entertainment he had shown him-
self to be a man of few words, yet an attentive lis-
tener. He was of middle age, of a mild dignity of
mien, and of robust physique, as befitted one accus-
tomed to long journeys through regions infested with
robbers or with beasts of prey.
" But in my practical experience of life," he pro-
ceeded, " I have come to realize that, while I may
know myself, no other man can I know. Therefore,
if it be right to be sparing of condemnation for
another, it is also wise to be chary of undue com-
mendation. The world too often acclaims a deed as
noble when the real motive prompting it is utterly
ignoble."

" A true philosopher, despite your bales of mer-
chandise," murmured the hakeem, with a smiling nod
of approval for the sentiments expressed.
" Well, I suppose that every one who travels be-
comes a philosopher, more or less/' assented the
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